
O’Neill sullenly wags a fat finger at me, and says, “Madame Lecomte just said that you’re 

denying you’re Jesus. Is that true?” 

Using both hands to clutch my robe and maintain the cloth, tissues, plastic and duct tape in 

place under it, suspecting that the man in front of me may be responsible for me being dressed 

in this get-up, I say, “Why wouldn’t I deny I’m somebody I’m not?” 

“When I ask you a question just give me a fucking one-word answer. True or false?” His 

use of the swear word clashes with the refined pronunciation. 

“True.” 

“That doesn’t make sense,” says O’Neill. 

“What doesn’t make sense?” 

“What you said before you gave me that one-word answer: ‘Why wouldn’t I deny I’m 

somebody I’m not?’ I can’t make sense out of that sentence.” 

“Just because you can’t make sense out of it doesn’t mean there’s none in it. I don’t know 

the slightest thing about being Jesus.” 

O’Neill looks at me in a way meant to make me feel unworthy of being in his presence. 

Finally, he asks, “Do you recognize me?” 

“I guess you’re the professor who has his name on the door of this office.” 

“And if I weren’t that professor, who could I be?” 

“What sort of a convoluted question is that?” 

“A lot has been said between us during our therapy sessions, and I need to know how much 

you remember.” 

“As far as I know, this is the first time I’ve ever talked to you.” 

“So, to your mind, I can only be the psychiatrist Professor O’Neill? The fact that I am one of 

the few psychiatrists in either France or the United States to have a doctorate in mathematics, 

and that I made the choice to be a psychiatrist and not a mathematician, doesn’t even intrigue 

you. Doesn’t it impress you that I was at one time one of the most effective behavioral science 

consultants ever employed by the CIA?” 

“Why should that impress me? I’m still waiting for you to confirm that you’re the man who 

has his name on the door. Until I get that confirmation, you could be anybody or his mother’s 

uncle.” 

“I solemnly confirm that I am he.” 

“Is this, therefore, a psychiatric institution?” 

“Yes.” 

“What am I doing in here?” 

“You’re being treated.” 

“Treated for what?” 

“For what’s wrong with you. Until now, you were doing very nicely. We thought you had 

come to terms with who you are. It looks as if we may have to change our minds.” 

I walk toward the door. 

“You don’t have the right to leave this office!” he shouts. 

“Why should I obey orders from you?” 



“Because I’m the man who’s going to decide if you can continue to live in a normal wing of 

the institution, or if we have to move you into the high-security wing.” 

“The high-security wing?” 

“Yes, the three-meter-by-four-meter concrete boxes where we keep the homicidal maniacs. 

As of right now, you still have the right to wear a diaper, and to help us with our testing of 

adult products, but if I put you in a concrete box you may have to spend the day naked from 

the waist down.” 

“Why?” 

“Because that’s the dress code. I devised it for dangerous men like you when I was a 

behavioral science consultant with the CIA. Another reason is that I don’t have the budget to 

buy regular underpants for every patient in here.” 

Clumsily, he moves back to his chair and squeezes himself into it. He points an index finger 

at the middle of my chest, before moving it in the direction of the shaky-looking wooden chair 

on the visitor’s side of his desk. He expects me to take this as an order to sit down. I see it as 

a lack of respect. I pick up the visitor’s chair and throw it backward over my head. It smashes 

into the office door, cracking the opaque glass without breaking it. 

The male voice comes out of the loudspeaker. “Do you need help, Professor O’Neill?” 

“Not yet!” he shouts back. 

I ease the worn leather sandals from my feet, flex my toes and massage the big ones. 

I say, “If you know me so well, do you mind if I ask you a question?” 

“Of course not.” 

“Are my big toes usually so swollen?” 

“How the fuck should I know?” 

“You’re a doctor, aren’t you?” 

“Did you see the word ‘Chiropodist’ written on my door?” 

“What’s that got to do with being a doctor?” 

“I’m a psychiatrist, you sick fuck pig, not a chiropodist. That’s what it’s got to do with being 

a doctor.” 

His nose is a raised relief map of red and purple broken veins. He closes his eyes, probably 

thinking that if he can’t see me I’ll no longer be here. I put my sandals back on and raise myself 

to my full height. I hurl my body over the desk and snare his nose between the forefinger and 

the middle finger of my left hand and grab his fleshy chin with the other hand. 

Why am I being so violent? Just asking myself the question calms me down. I sit on the desk 

and place my feet in his lap, I let go of his chin and nose and I push him as far as I can get him 

into the chair, then pat him on the shoulder and tousle his hair. 

I say quietly, “What’s with this ‘My Lord’ and ‘Jesus’ nonsense?” 

“I can’t understand you. Why can’t you fucking speak normally?” he says. 

“Are you deaf?”  

“No.” 

“Then what’s wrong with you?” 

“There’s nothing wrong with me. It’s your fucking accent that’s not normal. What fucking 



language do you think you’re using?” 

“French.” 

“Whatever it is, I can’t understand a word you’re saying.” 

Why does he use four-letter words in nearly every sentence?  

Piles of A4-size paper and discarded McDonald’s, Burger King, Domino’s pizza and Paris 

Fried Chicken kebab cardboard boxes, haphazardly held together with flaking strings of what 

was once warm Dutch Edam cheese, litter the desk around my backside, leaving not even a 

few square inches of free space. Such a level of days-old trash, such filth and food waste, such 

a lack of respect for basic hygiene in a medical man irritates me. But, suddenly, there is also 

compassion in me, that militates against the irritation, compassionate love for this man who 

no doubt chose to practice psychiatry to help his fellow human beings, avoiding the 

temptation to shut himself away in the abstract world of mathematics, the same sort of love I 

wish to have for every human, and the love tells me I should forgive his foul language, pardon 

him for his faults, cherish him and, above all, control the crazy anger feeding on the volcanic 

energy in my gut. I need to dampen down the fire that rages in me, and do no harm, do no 

harm, do no harm. 

My eyes mist over. It feels as if I haven’t experienced this level of lava hot love, and this 

level of compassion and irritation and righteous anger, in years. I can no longer contain it. I 

go behind him and hit him on the back of the head and then I go around him as he’s falling 

and hold him up and I thump him on the forehead. I push him to his knees. I knead my thick 

working man’s fingers into the fatty folds of his bull neck, and then loosen my grip. I need to 

be free of the makeshift diaper. I put my hand up under the robe and rip the absorbent pad 

and the rest of the material from my waist and thighs. The last pieces of the sticky tape that 

were doing such a poor job of holding the absorbent material around me take shreds of my 

skin with them. 

I hold the mishmash under O’Neill’s nose. “So, you’re the one who’s responsible for me 

wearing this?” 

He blubbers, “It’s standard practice in here.” 

“A disposable nappy on a grown man,” I say. “And not even a decent one, a poor thing that 

was held together and taped to my waist with third-rate adhesive tape.” 

His blubbering peters out, and in a couple of seconds is replaced by a wide smirk. He says, 

“I’m not exactly proud of that particular item you’ve tested to destruction, and I don’t think 

the manufacturer will be, either, but on the other hand, I’m proud of the deals I make with 

multinational companies who pay me to use my patients as guinea pigs for their new 

products. While we’re talking to each other like reasonable adults, perhaps you could help me 

with a satisfaction survey.” 

“A satisfaction survey?” 

“Yes, that’s part of the deal. A North American adult diaper company which wishes to break 

into the French market not only gives the CPSPDDRF free supplies of new products for you 

and the other patients to try out, they also pay us for the testing and reward the institution for 

every good evaluation we can get the literate patients to hand in.” 



So, the man in front of me is getting paid not only to make me wear this thing, but also to 

get me to give an honest evaluation of it. What sort of institution am I in? 

He sticks a piece of A4-size paper under my nose and a ballpoint pen. Instructions at the 

top of the page ask me firstly to tick a box to say whether I’m evaluating an adult diaper, a 

urine collection bag or a catheter. Underneath, there are eighteen questions in columns which 

I scan quickly. I tick the box for the diaper, and rate it one out of ten for how well it prevents 

(a) leaking onto my clothes, (b) odor, (c) skin irritation; and so on, and so on until the letter (r) 

would I recommend it to a friend? 

After filling in the questionnaire, I rip it up and throw the pieces in his face. I wrap my 

hands around his throat again. He tries to push me away. His feet kick out wildly. I loosen 

my hands for a few seconds and let him gulp air into his lungs, then just as quickly tighten 

my grip again and see terror flooding into his bulging fish eyes. 

I stand him upright and pull his monster belly up against mine, bringing him into a bear 

hug, turning my face away from his uneven brown teeth and putrid breath and veined and 

foliated nose, and I slowly increase the pressure of the clench I have on his back. If I tighten 

my hold by only one more thousandth of a kilogram, I’ll hear the satisfying sound of his spine 

breaking. But if I kill him, the pleasure will be over too soon. I decrease the pressure. His head 

falls back into the piles of cardboard, food waste and academic papers on his desk. His 

awkwardly shaped torso, his muscle-knotted arms and massive thighs made him look more 

of a strong man than he really is. He slithers to the ground. 

He’s still breathing. 

I lift him up and push him over the desk. The cheeks of his enormous rear end knock 

individual pages and Mars bar wrappers from the piles of paper and send them floating 

around the room. He lands with a whoosh on the other side. The visitor’s chair collapses under 

his weight. A Persian carpet slides out from under him. 

I jump over the desk, pick up the pieces of the hard-backed chair he wanted me to sit in, 

stick the legs back into the seat, and maneuver O’Neill onto it. He wheezes. He clamps his 

palms over his mouth and vomits into them and down his front. I’m still surprised at how 

long his arms are, and how hairy the backs of his fingers. The man who is listening in to what 

is happening in the office has heard the noise. His voice comes again, more insistently, 

“Professor O’Neill! Do you want us to come in?” 

I seize O’Neill by the chin and say, “If anybody comes in, I’ll kill you.” 

O’Neill croaks back to the man, “No, don’t come in until I tell you to.” 

The man says, “I can’t hear you, Professor. What did you say?” 

I loosen my grip on the professor’s throat. He says, more clearly, “No, don’t come in until I 

call you. We’re just having a lively chat.” 

 


